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the rising storm, and looked at Florence with a more than
usually clear-sighted eye; but he surrounded himself in a cloud
not wishing any longer to see reality. For some short while he
had been helping himself to live the life of a sleep-walker by
taking rather too much wine and spirits. My uncle and my
aunt watched him fill and empty his glass, wipe his mouth with
the old plebeian gesture, and then sit with his elbows on the
table, as though he were at an inn. My uncle went purple in
the face. Florence said something in a low voice which calmed
him. The meal ended in silence. Only Augustin seemed to be
in no way concerned. He was really and truly somewhere else.
When Florence brought my coffee to the verandah, she
gave me to understand, though scarcely moving her lips, that
the official betrothal ceremony was fixed for the next day.
We had only that afternoon, therefore, in which to complete
our designs upon the 'Huron'. Then, in her natural voice, she
suggested an expedition to the further side of the inlet, there to
drink white wine and eat shellfish at an inn famous for those
things. Augustin's face lit up. Did he know that on this trip in
the bright sunlight, seated beside Florence, he would taste of
happiness for the last time ? The sleeping wavelets were break-
ing against the terrace wall with a sound like that of tearing
silk. Not a breath of wind disturbed the heat which lay, with
heavy solidity, upon the earth and sea. The sails of the little
yachts hung motionless. From the next-door villa came the
sound of patient scales punctuated by the maddening beat of a
metronome. I waited, with my nerves on edge, for the precise
moment when the little girl would inevitably strike the wrong
note. My uncle in his wicker chair began to snore. At the far
end of the garden we could hear the engine of the launch which
Augustin was bringing round to the steps. He helped Florence